14+ 


Nofe of Turke,and Tartars lips : 
Finger ofBirth-ftrangled Babe, 
Ditch-deliuer'd by a Drab, 
Make the Grevvcll thicke, and flab. 
Adde thereto a Tigers Chawdron, 
For th'Ingrcdience of our Cawdron. 

All. Double, double, toyle and trouble, 
Fire burne,and Cauldron bubble. 

2 Coolek with a Baboones blood, 
Then the Charme is firmc and good. 

Enter Hecat.andthe other three Witches. 

Hec. O well done : I commend your paincs, 
And euery one fhall fharc i'th'gaines : 
And now about the Cauldron fing 
Like Elues and Fairies in a Ring, 
Inchanting all that you put in. 

MufckeandaSong. 'Black* Spirits, $>c. 
2 By the pricking of my Thurnbes, 
Something wicked this W3y comes: . 
Open Lockes, who cuer knockes. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Macb.How now you fecrc^black,^ midnight Hags? 
What isYyoudo? 

AH A deed without a name, 

Macb. I coniure you, by that which you Profcfle, 
(How ere you come to know it) anfwer me : 
Though you vntyc the Windes, and let them fight 
Againft the Churches: Though theyefty V/aues 
Confound and fwallow Navigation vp : 
Tb^aghfekded Corne be lodg*d,& Trees blown downc, 
Though Caftles topple on their Warders heads : 
Though Paliaces, and Pyramids do flope 
Their heads to their Foundations: Though the treafure 
OfNatures Germaine, tumble alcogcther, 
Euen till deftrudiou ficken : Anfwer mc 
To whatlaske you* 

1 Speake. 

2 Demand. 

3 Wce'I anfwer. 

i Say,if thhadft rather hearc it from our mouthes, 
Or from our Matters. 

Macb. Call em : let me fee 'em. 

I Powre in Sowe* blood, that hath eaten 
Her nine Farrow: Grcaze that's fweaten 
From the Murderers Gibbet, throw 
Into the Flame. 

All. Come high or low : 
Thy Selfe and Office deaftly flio w. Thunder. 

I . Apparation s an Armed Head. 

Macb. Tell me, thou vnknowne power. 

I He knowes thy thought: 
Heare his fpeech,but fay thou nought. 

I Appar. Macbeth, Macbeth, Macbeth: 
Beware Macduffe, 

Beware the Thane of Fife : difmiffe me. Enough. 

HeT>efcends. 

Macb.Whzt ere thou art,for thy good caution,thanks 
Thou haft harp'd my feare aright. But one word more. 

i He will not be commanded : hcerc's another 
More potent then the firft. ^ Thunder. 

• 2 Apparition > a Bloody Childe. 
a Appar. {JMacheth,Macbeth,Aiacbeth. 
Macb. Had 1 three eares, Il'd heare thee. 
t Appar. Be bloody, bo!d,& rcfolute : 
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Laugh to fcorne 

The powre of man : For none of woman borne 
Shall harme Macbeth. orn * 

Mac. Then liue Macdufwhzt need I f 
But yet lie make affurance: double furc earc °fthe e 
And take a Bond of Fate : thou fhalt not'liue 
That I may tell pale-hearted Feare, it lies* ! 
And fleepe in fpi gh t of Thunder. 

3 Appar ation^a Child* frowned, withalree ' I^ 1 
What is this, that rifes like the iffue of a King 
And wcares vpon his Baby-brow, the round 
And top of Soueraignty ? 

All. Liften,butfpcakenottWe. 

3 Appar. Be Lyon metled, proud,and take no L 
Who chafes, who frets, or where Confpircrs are • 
Macbeth fhall ncuer vanqutfh'd btr, vntill 
Great Byrnam Wood, to high Dunfmanc Hill 
Shall come againft him. n 

Macb. That will neuer bee : e & nA 
Who can impreffe the ] orreft, bid the Tree 
Vnfixe his earth-bound Root ? Sweet boadments p 
Rebellious dead, rife neuer till the Wood * 
Of Byrnan rife, and our high plac'd Macbeth 
Shall liue the Leafc of Nature,pay his breath 
To time, and mortall Cuftome. Yet my Hart 
Throbs to know one thing : Tell me, if your Art 
Can tell fo much : Shall Banqm\ iffue euer 
Reigne in this Kingdome ? 

AIL Seeke to know no more. 

Macb. I will befatisficd. Deny me this, 
And an eternall Curfc fall on you : Let me know.! 
Why finkes that Caldron } &\vhat noife is thii? fl^, 

1 Shew. 

2 Shew. 

3 Shew. 

All. Shew his Eyes,and grccue hi* Hart, 
Come like fhadowes, fo depart. 

A fhew of eight King*, and "Banqm lafi,witb 4 £UJf e 
in hk hand. 

Macb. Thou art too like theSpirit of Banqm Down: 
Thy Cro wne do's feare mine Eye-bals. And thy haire 
Thou other Gold-bound Jbxow, is like the firft : 
A third, is like the former. Filthy Hagges, 
Why do you fhew me this? ——A fourth ? Start eyes j 
What will the Line ftrecch out to'th'crackeof Doome? 
Another yet ? A feauench? lie fee no more : 
And yet the eight appeares, who beares a glaffe, 
Which fhewes me many more : and fomc I fee, 
That two-fold Balks, and trebblc Scepters carry, 
Horrible fight : Now I fee 'tis true. 
For the Blood-bolter'd Banqm fmiles vpon me, 
And points at them for hiss. What? is this fo ? 

I I Sir,all this isfo. Butwhy 
Stands (Jlfacbeth thus amazcdly ? 
Come Sifters, cheere we vp his fprights, 
And (hew the beft of our delights. 
He Charme the Ayre to giue a found, 
While you performe your Antique round : 
That this great King may kindly fay, 
Our duties, did his welcome pay. 

The Witches Dance, and vamjh* 

tMaci. Where arc they ? Gone i 
Let this pernitious houre, 
Stand aye accurfed in the Kalendcr. 
Come in, without there. 

Lenox. What's your Graces will. 


Muftcke. 


Enter Unox. 


M*ch. 
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^rftcb. Saw you the Wcyard Sifters J> 
Unox. No my Lord. 
Macb. Came they not by you? 
Unox. No indeed my Lord. 
Macb. Infc&ed be the Ayre whereon they ndc, 
j aarnr/d all thofc that truft them. I did hearc 
the I'allopping ofHorfe- Who was't came by ? 
fc^.Tis two or three my Lord /.hat bring you word : 

tfacb. Bed to England? 

ten. I,my good Lord. • 

ItfMb. Time, thou anticipat'ft my dread exploits; 
The fhghty purpofc neuer is o're-tooke 
Voleffe the deed go with it. From this moment, 
The very firftlings of my heart ftiall be 
fhe firftlings of my hand. And euen now 
To Crown my thoughts with A&s.-be it thoght & done: 
TheCaftle ofMacdzjf, I will furprize, 
Seize vpon Fife; giue to th'edge o'th 'Sword 
His Wife, hisBabes.andall 'vnfortunatc Soules 
That trace h)m in his Line. No boafting like a Foole, 
This deed ile do, before d*« purpofe coole, 
But no more fighct. Where aic thefc Gentlemen ? 
Come bring me where they are. Exetsnt 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Macdajfes W r tfe,her Son.and Rejfe. 

Wife. What had he done.to make him fly the Land ? 
%ofle. You mtift haue patience Madam. 
Wife. Heh3d none : 
His flight was madncfTc : when our Anions do not, 
Our fearcs do make vs Traitors. 

Rojfe. You know not 
Whether it was his wifedomc,or his feare. 

Wife. Wifedom? to leaue his wife,to leaue his Babes, 
His Man(ion,and his Titles, in a place 
From whence himfelfe do** flye? He loues vs not, 
He wants the naturall touch« For the poors Wren 
(The moft diminitiue of Birds) will fight, 
Her yong ones in her Neft,againft the O vJe : 
All is the Feare, and nothing is the Loue ; 
As little is the Wifedome, where the flight 
Sorunnes againft all reafon, 
%offe. MydecreftCooz, 
I pray you fchoole your felfe. But for your Husband, 
He !$ Noble, Wife, Iudictous^nd beft knowes 
The fits o'trrSeafon. I dare not fpeakc much further,* 
But crucli are the times, when we are Traitors 
And do not know our iclties : when we hold Rumor 
'From what we feare, yet know not what we feare* 
Butfioa:c vpon a wilde and violent Sea 
Each way, and mouc. I take my leaue of you: 
Shall. no t-bc long but Jle be i^.eere againe: 
Things at the worft will cesfe or eiie climbe vpward, 
To what r;hey weic before. My pretty Cofine, 
Blcfling vpon you. 

Wife. Father'd he Is, 
And yet hec's Fathcr-^c. 

^Sf e \ 1 ain ^° muclra Foole^fhould I ftay longer 
It would be my difgracc, at\d y our.difcoriifoi t - 
Itakemylcaucatouce. ;■ Exit Rcjfe. 


Wife. Sirra, your Fathers dead, 
And what will you do now? How will you liue f 

Son. As Birds do Mother. 

Wife. What with Worrncs^nd Flycs ? 

Son. With what I get I mcanc 3 and fo do th$y* 

Wife. PooreSird, 
Thou'dft ncuer Feare the Net, nor Li me, 
The Pitfall, nor the Gin. 

Son. Why fhould I Mother ? 
Poore Birds they are not fet for ? 
My Father is not dead for all your faying,, 

Wife. Yes ? he is dead : 
How wilt thou do for 3 Father ? 

Son. Nay how will you do for a Husband ? 

Wife. Why I can buy me twenty at any Market. 

Son. Then you'l by 'cm to fell againe. 

Wife. Thoufpeak'ft wirhaUthy wit, 
And yet Tfaith with wit enough for thee. 

Son. Wasuny Father a Traitor^ Mother h 

Wife. I, that he was. 

Son. What is a Traitor? 

Wife. Why one that fwcare^and lye* 0 

Son. And be all Traitors,that do fo. 

Wife. Euery one that do's fo, is a Traitor, 
And muft bt hang'd. 

Son. And muft they all be hang'd, that fwcar and lyc ? 

Wife. Euery one. 

Son* Who muft hang them £ 

Wtfe. Why,thehoneftmen. 

Son. Then the Liars and Swearers are Foolstfor there 
arc Ly ars and Swearers enow? to bcatc the honeft men, 
and hang vp them. 

Wife. Now God helpe thee, poore Monkie : 
Bui how wilt thou do for a Father ? 

Son. If he were dead, youl'd weepeforhim : if you 
would not, it were a good figne, that 1 Ihould quickely 
haue a r.ew Father. 

Wife. Poore piatler,how thou talk'ft ? 

Enter a Meffenger. 
MefBkffe you faire Dame : I am not to you known, 
Though in your ftatc of Honor I am perfeft } 
] doubt fome danger do's approach you necrely. 
If you wi!l take a homely mans adu'ee, 
Be not found hcere : Hence with your little one& 
Tofrigfityou thus. Me thinkes I am too fauage: 
To do worfe to you ; . were fell Cruelty* 
Which is too nie your perfon. Heauen pr£fcrue you, 
1 dare abide no longer. Exit Meffenger 

Wife. Whether fhould I flye ? 
I haue done no harme. But I remember now 
I am in this earthly world : where to do harme \ 
Is often laudable, to do good fometime 
Accounted dangerous folly. Why then (alas) 
Do I put vp that womanly defence^ 
To fay I haue done no harme? 
What arc thefe faces ? 

Enter Murthcrers. 
Mar. Where is your Husband? 
PV:fe. I hope in no place fo vnfandificd^ 
Where i uch as thou roay'ft finde hirm 
Mur. He's a Traitor. 

Son. 1 hou ly'ft thou fhagge-car'd Villained 

Mur. WhatyouEgge? 
Yong fry of Treachery t 

Son H ha's kiU'd me Mother* 
Run away I pray you , Exit crjing Mmther* 
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